THE FAIEWEATHEB BIRD         75
THE FAIRWEATHER BIRD
THE wind went by with a song, The sky was without a cloud,
And all the dancing leaves Clapped hands and laughed aloud.
A bird sang sweet and clear, From the topmost branch of a tree.
"Oh come, my love, and be merry. Take heart and sing with me."
The weather changed when the sun Dropped down through a stormy sky,
When the wind blew fierce and cold, And the flowers began to die.
The trees waved tired arms, And sighed in their clothing grey*
I looked for my merry singer. The bird had flown away.
" Oh, come, my merry singer,"
I cried in my lonely grief. " Oh, sing to my heart in its sorrow,
Give comfort and relief,"